
The Tragedy of Hamlet 


Ophel. You are keene my Lord, you are keene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Ophel. Still better andworfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z,»c.Thoughts black, hands apt,drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confederate leafon, elie no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds collected. 

With Hecats bane thrice blafied, thrice infedted. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On whollome life ufurps immediately. 

Ham. A poifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his nam e'sgonza- 
go, the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italianryou foal! 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonz*aooes wife. 

Ophel. The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Pol. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

P ^/.Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham& Horatio, 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play, 

For fome muft watch whileft fome muft fleep. 

Thus runs the world away. W ould not this fir,and a forreft of fea- 
thers, if the reft of my fortunes turn Turk with me, with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d fhooes,get me a fellowfhip in a city of plaiers ? 

Hora. Halfe a fhare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
Averyverypaiocke. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.* 

Ham. O good Horat io, He take the Ghofts word for a thouland 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke of the poifoning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 

Ham. 


Trince of Denmarke." 

Ham. Ah ha, come fome muficke, come the Recorders* 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke. - 

Enter Rojencrates and (juy Idenjt erne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord vouchlale me a word with yon. 

Ham. SirawholeHiftorie. 

Guyl. The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinke fir? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choler. 

Ham. Your wifedome fliould fliew it felfe more richer to fig- 
nifie this to the Do6tor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And Hare not 16 wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queene your mother in moft great affli&ion of Ipi- 
tit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham. Y ou are welcome. 

guy. Nay good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it fhall pleafe you to make mee a whollome anfwer , I will doe 
your mothers commandement , if not, your pardon and my re- 
turne (hall be the end of the bufineffe. 

Ham.Sir I cannot. 

Rof.W hat my Lord ? 

Ha. Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wit’s difoas’d,but fir, fuch 
anfwer as I can make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you lay. 

Rof Then thus fhe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfullfonne that can 16 aftonifh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 

Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. W e fhall obey, were Ihe ten times our mother ; have you 
any further trade with us ? 

R°f. My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham. 






